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If reproved by God or you,
3T was to better her, she knew;
And if crossed, she gathered still
'T was to crass out something ill.

VI.

You, you had the right, you thought,'

To survey her with sweet scorn,
Poor gay child, who had not caught

Yet the octave-stretch forlorn
Of your larger wisdom !    Nay,

Now your places are changed so,
In that same superior way -

She regards you dull and low
As you did herself exempt
From life's sorrows.    Grand contempt
Of the spirits risen awhile,
Who look back with such a smile !

VII.

There's the sting of't   That, I think,
Hurts the most a thousandfold!

To feel sudden, at a wink,

Some dear child we used to scold,